hair to become her, irrespective of any fashion, and looked as original as
she was. She was an ideal hostess as well as an ideal guest.
Then there was Lord Randolph Churchill, a great admirer of Henry's,
He confessed once that he had never read a play of Shakespeare's until
he saw Henry act! Then he thought "it was time to begin." His power to
master any subject in an incredibly short time was shown by the fact
that very soon after he began, he staggered Henry and me with his inti-
mate knowledge of at least half a dozen of the plays. He was a delightful
"Beefsteak'* guest, brilliant yet strangely ingenuous at times. His beauti-
ful wife often accompanied him. She came to supper one evening in a
dress which inspired me with an idea for my Lady Macbeth dress. The
bodice of her gown was embroidered with green beetles' wings. I told
Mrs Comyns Carr of the effect produced, and she remembered it when
she was designing the Macbeth dress. Often when I looked at Lady Ran-
dolph's mobile face, and listened to her most expressive voice, I thought:
"What a good actress you would make!"
Famous singers were often among the guests in the Beefsteak Room,
Patti, Melba, Calve, Albani, Tamagno, Victor Maurel, and many others.
The names of Calve and Melba bring a crowd of delightful memories.
"Salve Calve!" was printed once in huge type in an American newspaper,
and that's my greeting to her here. I am told that Grisi and Mario were
fine dramatically as well as vocally. I saw them on the stage when I was
a child, shortly before their retirement. Grisi had grown stout; she did
not strike me as a fine actress; Mario impressed me more. In later days,
when I was a better judge, I discovered that the marriage of the arts
of singing and acting is seldom a happy one. Yet it was happy, and
beautiful in Calve's Carmen, and Maurel's performance as lago in Verdi's
"Otello" was superb. Another opera singer whose acting has roused my
enthusiasm is Mary Garden. In "Griseldis" her singing was a perfect
medium of sincere dramatic emotion.
Calve, a great darling as well as a great artist, won my heart when
we were staying in the same hotel in New York. I remember a wonder-
ful Sunday evening when I dined with her, and sh<? sang to me after-
wards for hours! One song she said she had never sang as well before.
She laughed in her delicious rapturous way and sang it all over again.
Her enthusiasm over any fellow-artist, singer or actor, who had given
her pleasure, was delightful. Oh, what a generous, lovable woman! Such
tender dark eyes, such pretty ways, such an enchanting mixture of nobil-
ity and c&lineriel She laughed and cried all in a moment like a child.
That year we became friends in New York, she was raved about. She
was pleased and amused, but not in the least spoiled by all the fuss.
I once watched Patti sing from behind scenes at the Metropolitan
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